68                         SHORT STORIES

When it was over, Parasar's mother called
the brahmin servant and said, "Friend, do you
now understand the difference between your way
of worship and your master's way?"

Even before sfee put this question, the servant
had understood that she had served the margosa
oil to her son and to him deliberately. She had
served more of the oil to her son than to him. He
had not been able to swallow four grains of the
rice spoilt with that oil. His master had taken
several small morsels of it unaware of that taste.
The mother had served the oil* with the object of
making him see the difference between himself
and her son ; and, really, he was astonished that
his master's mind should actually have been so
far from his food that he did not know the taste
of margosa oil. He said to the lady immediately:
"Yes, madam, my master worships with all his
mind. I do not know how to do that."

She said, " Not only does he worship with
all his mind; he worships always. We worship
only when we sit in front of the shrine ; he wor-
ships when he is taking his food, when he is
bathing, when he is cleaning the ground, or
spreading the leaves for dinner, or when he is
walking in the street. Not a moment of waking
does he spend without thinking of God,"